
They say you never forget the face of the first person you kill. If that were true, Kale mused, 
then he must be the exception to the rule. The entire experience remained little more than a 
blur in his memory. He had a vague recollection of features contorted with shock and pain, but 
they were so generic they could have been anyone. He wasn’t even certain he hadn’t made 
them up just to fill the blank in his mind. 
 What stuck most in his memory was the feeling that overwhelmed him when he first 
knew he was capable of ending the life of another person. It wasn't just anger, but something 
more. After learning what Jeremiah Fisher had done – or rather hadn’t – there was not the usual 
rising of heat and rage that typified the typical reaction, but rather something akin to a cold 
emptiness as something inside him just ... died. The part of you that is supposed to hold all of 
human life as sacred surrendered itself in sacrifice to what he decided in a moment must be 
done, leaving in its place a bleak determination to carry the task to its inexorable, bloody 
conclusion. 
 The next person on Kale’s list rounded the corner. As Kale watched from the shadows, 
Lord David Selwyn sauntered along the street with the self-assured swagger of someone whose 
vast wealth set him apart from the kind of people whose lives were traded to build it. Many 
aristocrats had ventured across the Atlantic to tap the resources of the New World and increase 
their already inflated fortunes, but Selwyn was one of the first to travel to Rift City to see if the 
otherworldly power here could add to that which he was born with. 
 Finding him had been straightforward enough. An illegal high-stakes poker game ran 
once a week in an upstairs room of a dive bar that Selwyn was a regular participant of. It 
seemed appropriate enough: it was enough of a thrill for the bloated businessman that he could 
get his kicks from it, but his fortune meant he was never in any personal danger of losing 
anything that mattered to him. Sounded familiar. 
 As he stepped out into the streetlight he could already feel the void within him rising. 
Selwyn’s path remained unchanged when Kale stepped into it; he likely barely even registered 
some mutant with the audacity to get in his way. Such was his arrogance, he just assumed Kale 
would know his place and get out of his way. When he didn’t move, Selwyn raised his cane to 
strike him. Kale neither moved nor flinched as the silver handle struck him on the side of the 
head. 
 “Out of my way, you freak!” It seemed to Kale that Selwyn looked must perturbed at the 
prospect of having to actually make contact with him. Kale glared at him with his one good eye. 
 “Tell me something Selwyn—“ 
 “If you insist on speaking to me, you will address me as ‘Lord,’ as is my due.” 
 “Tell me, your lordship,” Kale almost spat the word, “do you remember Silverside?” 
 “Of course I do. It was a great mistake I wish I could have prevented.” 
 “Yes, yes, yes, I remember what you said in the newspapers, that the ‘great loss affected 
you personally.’ Was that just the money you lost, or did you actually give a shit about all the 
people who died?” 
 “How dare you! I doubt you could even comprehend how much Silverside cost me. 
Anyway, who are you to question me, you impudent scum!” 
 The emptiness within had almost overwhelmed him. “Who am I?” he whispered as he 
felt control slip from him. “I was there.” 
 Selwyn’s eyes bulged and he turned to run. Kale hooked a foot under his instep and the 
rotund lord crashed to the ground. Kale kicked him in the ribs and onto his back. Selwyn’s face 
became twisted in terror as Kale spoke in a voice he barely recognised as his own. “I am the 
Gravedigger. I speak for those long since silenced. I am the wrath of justice sent by the dead. I 
am the cold heart of retribution come for the guilty. Let my hate devour your soul.” Selwyn’s 



panicked movements slowed and his head slumped to the side. 
 Kale pulled his list from his coat and crossed of Selwyn’s name. There were still many 
more to go. He folded the paper over, slipped it back in his pocket and walked off into the night. 
 
Unless this man makes eye contact in the next thirty seconds, Juliet thought, I’m going to smack 
him across the face. Marshal Weaver had been talking at length now of his admiration and 
veneration and gosh-darned appreciation for Juliet and her abilities; unfortunately, most of the 
praise had been addressed to her breasts. That the height difference between the bounty 
hunter and her prospective employer put the latter’s eye level at her neckline might excuse the 
odd glimpse, but he had barely even blinked since the start of their meeting. Still, it made a 
change from people being unable to stop staring at the ragged spear of scar tissue that ran from 
her temple to her jaw. 
 She had just been about to make herself breakfast, her monthly treat to herself of 
bacon and sausages that Father McAllister got fresh from his cousin’s farm, when there was a 
knock at her door. She had planned to just ignore it and heat up the frying pan when the knocks 
were upgraded to bangs, along with the declaration that it was Marshal Weaver and he would 
like to talk to her. For him to defy the unspoken understanding that local law enforcement and 
bounty hunters should generally just stay out of each others’ way was enough to pique her 
interest. 
 The drooping walrus moustache that hung from either side of Weaver’s top lip jiggled in 
a manner as animated as his speech as he espoused Juliet’s merits, while a face reddened from 
too much bourbon looked like it was about to burst under the pressure. She couldn’t really fault 
him; the notion that women needed to be flattered before they would do what you asked was 
probably so deeply ingrained within him he didn’t even know it was there. 
 Weaver paused to draw breath, but Juliet swiftly interrupted him lest his gaze burn a 
hole through her shirt. “Thank you Marshal, but if I wanted a man to tell me how much he 
‘admires’ me, I’d just walk into the nearest bar. You wouldn’t have come to me if you didn’t 
think I could do the job, which I’d appreciate you getting around to telling me about since I 
haven’t had my breakfast yet and lack of protein makes me irritable.” 
 Weaver puffed up in indignation, the increased expanse of his waistline threatening to 
split his trousers. “Actually Miss Steel – and please don’t take this the wrong way – I came to 
you because we are desperate.” 
 “Hmm; I’m intrigued. I may also be offended later if I’ve got the time, but we’ll stick with 
the former for now.” 
 “I don’t know if you’re aware, but there have been a series of deaths in the city over the 
last couple of weeks.” 
 “People die all the time. I assume you’ve got more than that.” 
 “On the 3rd of the month, a prominent businessman by the name of Henry Willis was 
accosted by a mutant as he exited Sunday mass and collapsed as though from a heart attack. A 
week ago, a man named Samuel Moore apparently dropped dead after a bar altercation with a 
mutant. And three nights ago, Lord David Selwyn was found dead in the street.” 
 “I’m assuming there’s some sort of link you’re getting to.” 
 “Were you not listening? Willis and Moore both encountered a mutant moments before 
their deaths. We believe it to be the same man. Reports of both occasions agree that he spoke 
of his hatred for the men right before their sudden demise.” 
 “And what about the poshboy?” 
 “One of my deputies spoke to a ... ah, lady of the night who told him that a mutant 
assaulted Lord Selwyn and left him lying dead on the ground. It was the latter of these deaths 



that caught the attention of the governor. You can understand that he’s keen for the matter to 
be resolved.” 
 “So the upper classes have realised that they bleed and die just like us mere mortals and 
that locking themselves in their ivory towers doesn’t protect them from criminals.” Juliet paused 
as her stomach informed her of its displeasure and impatience. “You’ve not said where I come 
in. If you know who’s responsible why can’t you arrest him yourself?” 
 “It’s a little embarrassing. A young deputy of mine, Jenkins, has a theory about the 
causes of the deaths. You see, each of the bodies did not have a mark on them that could have 
killed them. Jenkins believes that the mutant was somehow capable of killing them with nothing 
but the power of his hatred.” 
 “Seriously?” 
 “Stranger things have happened in our city’s history. Nobody yet fully understands the 
full nature of the power emanating from the Rift.” 
 “Even if you’re right that still doesn’t explain why—“ Juliet cut herself off when the 
answer occurred to her. A cruel smile spread across her face. “Oh, yes it does. Your men can’t 
arrest him because mutants get treated like crap by the law, and you’re afraid that if you go 
after him you’ll wind up the same as his victims.” Juliet saw the look of frustration on Weaver’s 
face, tinged with pre-emptive self-righteousness at her predicted reaction. “Oh, don’t worry. I 
don’t gloat or taunt; it’s unseemly behaviour. Still, since you won’t be going anywhere near him, 
whatever you can tell me would be useful. Why do you think he’s doing this?” 
 “He’s a mutant. Is that not reason enough” 
 Juliet rolled her eyes. “Even if that’s all there is to it – which I doubt – it doesn’t actually 
help me. I could put down every one of your actions as motivated by simply being an asshole, 
but it wouldn’t be until I dug deeper and established your massive inferiority complex and 
feelings of sexual inadequacy that I would begin to understand you.” 
 “I don’t have—” 
 “I don’t care. The point is that broad generalisations don’t help when establishing 
someone’s character. Can you actually tell me anything useful?” 
 “I must confess, I haven’t devoted a great deal of thought to the matter.” 
 “Right. How about … what was that guy’s name? The one with the theory about the 
mutant’s power? 
 “Jenkins.” 
 “Do you think he might be able to answer a few questions for me?” 
 “You would need to ask him. Now, I’ve told you all I can. If there’s nothing more, I have 
other duties I must attend to.” 
 “Sure, whatever you need to do. I’ll come by your office later to talk to Jenkins.” 
 “I’d appreciate it if you could make it sooner rather than later. As I said, the governor is 
anxious we put an end to this as soon as possible.” 
 “It shall be my motivating factor, I promise. When I’m there, we can also discuss my fee 
for the job.” 
 “Ah, yes.” 
 “’Ah, yes,’ indeed. Like you, I also do this for a living.” 
 “I look forward to your visit. Good day, Miss Steel.” He rose and just remembered to tip 
his hat before leaving. 
 Although Juliet could scarcely contain her contempt at the idea of a person’s death only 
being important if they were rich, a job straight from the governor would likely come with a 
hefty payment and require an immediate start. The pink meat of her breakfast taunted her with 
its juicy succulence. Eating it while feeling rushed would take all the enjoyment out of it. 



 “God dammit,” she proclaimed to the air, then grabbed her coat and strode out the 
door. 
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